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Friday Blaisdale 


‘ow that we're in the full grip of 
New in the Northern Hemi- 

sphere, one searches for activities 
that distract from the heat. 


Last year, Harry Bailey, The Perfect 
Gentleman®, visited some picturesque 
beaches to cool off and get in some 
great surfing. But this year, the PG has 
been wondering just what the Country 
& Western scene in Second Life has to 
offer the discerning and seasoned A- 
List habitué. And where are the A-list 
party venues, not to mention the best 
bull riding? The PG recalls visiting 
country venues early in his Second 
Life, and has decided to stroll down 
memory lane, and discover what mod- 
ern Western sims have in store. 


This month, seven plus years after 
Harry Bailey came into existence, and 
before he earned the moniker "Perfect 
Gentleman," he still has one of his pics 
with his SL partner (and RL wife) Deb 
standing at the wagon wheel side bar of 
the old Silver Dollar Saloon. 


Alas, the Silver Dollar is long gone 
from SL, along with the early days of 
avatar youth. Along the way, I suppose 
all men need to try their hand at mech- 
anical bull riding, line dancing, and 
finding their "studly" look in big boots, 
big hats and big silver buckles! 


Curious about the modern Country & 
Western dancing venues and events, 
the PG calls upon his old friend and 
sometimes dance partner, Friday Blais- 
dale, to help research the finer points of 
the SL country scene. Certainly the first 
task for anyone (and especially pro- 
spective Perfect Gentlemen and Ladies) 
is appropriate attire. In this case, the 
genre supports all looks, from simple 
blue jeans/t-shirt to more elaborate 
Cowboy formal-wear. Hats and boots 
are not required, but why pass up an 
opportunity to pick up such stylish at- 
tire? The Perfect Gentleman simply has 
obligations in this regard! 


Before preparing for an evening of 
western dancing, the intrepid cowboy 
(or girl) can dude-up at these venues: 

Rock'n Country Roads offers a wide se- 
lection of great looks. If you want great 
current Southern looks, try Smokey 
Mountain Threads at this location. Lots 
of leather and t-shirts sporting your fa- 
vorite whiskey brands. If boots are your 
thing, and in SL what female avatar is 
NOT looking for new boots, there's a 
great selection of Bootgasm styles to 
choose from right around the corner; 


and if rodeo is your thing, they even 
have a store upstairs that has a wide 
variety of trusty steeds for your riding 
pleasure, including an rodeo dragon in 
green (this is SL after all). 


Once he and his escort are sufficiently 
“country,” it's time for our intrepid 
playboy to explore venues. The PG 
cowboys-up in his Western Tux, and 
heads on out to the dancefloor at... 


Rockn Country Roads [Dragons N 
Roses (69, 52, 21)] 


Rockn Country Roads is first on the 
list for the PG this evening. It’s one of 
the active country venues with a good 
set of DJs and wide range of tunes. 
RCR is a new club, and has been open 


since last December, but already has 
over 1000 VIPs and over 70 on its staff. 
In addition to country music most 
days, they also hold a sock hop on Sat- 
urdays and a formal dance on Sundays. 


The Perfect Gentleman and dance 
partner sweep into the large ballroom, 
complete with vaulted ceilings (note 
the elk-themed chandeliers). Joined by 
rez publisher and lead photographer, 
Jami Mills, the PG warms up on some 
of the numerous line-dance pads. Most 
C&W venues offer both single-synced 
line dancing pads and synced couples 


pads, along with couples intan if you 
want to slip into that dark romantic 
corner of the barn with your special 
partner. 


Harry begins the evening with a gener- 
ous tip, and by dedicating Rodney 
Crowell’s Ain't Livin' Long Like This to 
the recent arrival. Gravelly voiced DJ 
Tivex was doing a solid job DJing the 
country music that worked so well with 
the synced group dance animations. 
The rez trio eases into the night, while 
the PG recounts a previous time here: 


“On another visit, I discovered interest- 
ing back woods country with tunes like 
Loving You is Like Frying Bacon Naked! 
and another that included instructions 
on working your still, Copperhead 
Road." Can you get more country than 
those sentiments? The Perfect Gentle- 
man will never fry bacon without 
thoughts of love again. 


But the night is young, and the PG’s so- 


cial schedule can't let him linger in only 
one club, so the trio whisks off to... 


Wildcat Country 
(149, 206, 22)] 


(The Generation 


At Wildcat Country, sideshow attrac- 
tions are an important part of the ex- 
perience. What would the Southern 
lifestyle be without racing? Of course, 
the PG is an accomplished race car 


driver, with memories of Formula One 
conquests at Monte Carlo, and Grand 
Prix victories on a Café Racer. 


Harry rezzes a nice bike and dons his 
leathers, preparatory to taking a spin 
around the track - - a fun ride, espe- 
cially if you have someone to challenge! 


A good friend, Tina R joins us, making 
a proper Posse, and the four of us take 
a spin around the twisty trails. Making 
dust (or eating it), the Perfect Gentle- 
man and friends drive and ride off into 
the hills, free as birds. 


Back at the ranch, and _ properly 
warmed up, the PG moseys over to the 
bull-riding corral. Just hop on the beast 
and ride, and see how long you can 


last. The record 
here seems to be 54 
seconds, but the PG 
cant ruin his fine 
threads, so only 
rides a respectable 
27 seconds. Prac- 
tice, practice, prac- 
tice if you want to 
win that HUGE sil- 
ver buckle! 


Off toward a beau- 
tiful waterfall, in a 
| Perfect Tenor, the 
PG breaks _ into 
song: 


“Deep within my heart lies a melody . . 
. My Rose of San Antone. .” 


If you remember that old classic ro- 
mantic tune, then you can grab your 


partner and dance with them beneath 
the waterfall at Wildcat's. One of the 
best intan selections across SL with sol- 
id music to back it up. Setting the en- 
vironment to sunset, and basking in 
the vitality of being in the mountains 
surrounded by falling water, the Perfect 
Gentleman and friends pair off, and 
spin slowly in the warm evening. 


But what of the main dancefloor? 


Wildcat Country is one of the oldest 
and most successful clubs in SL. Owner 
Gem Huldschinsky manages the Rodeo 
Bull Riding, Horse & Motorcycle Rid- 
ing, Country and Southern Rock, 
Honky Tonk sim. With traffic of over 
26,000, it’s always hopping. 


Today, Wildcat Country is holding a 
Relay for Life fundraiser. Themed along 
the lines of Field of Dreams, your dona- 


tion earns you a freebie baseball bat! 
This one will look great alongside the 
Perfect Gentleman’s RL personalized 
Louisville Slugger from many years 
ago! The wildcatters also have a word 
scramble going on to keep you focused, 
if the music is not enough. 


It would be lovely to dance deep into 
the night here, but the Perfect Gentle- 
man simply must fly to the next, and 
last venue of the evening ... followed 
by his adoring entourage. Next stop 
is... 


Black Horse Country [Black Horse 
Country (140, 131, 23)] 


Always busy at any time day or night it 
seems, the PG has visited Black Horse 
Country many times over 


and has always found solid musi 
is the place for single or couple line 
dancing, and even includes a top 20 


countdown, if current tunes are your 
preference. Dropping in on a Sunday 
afternoon, Harry finds almost three 
dozen dancers out on the floor, some 
couples, but mostly individual line 
dancing. 


It's no wonder Black Horse was the 
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Favorite 


2013 AVI Choice winner for favorite 
Country Club, and that was well 
earned! Owner Mackenzie Ariel owns 
ouse club, drawing a traffic 


the pow 


of almost 50,000, or as the Perfect Gen 
tleman opines, “This is the place to 
the shit off yer boot 


Look at the higher class dress in this 
sim. Folks here take it seriously, even 
with no contest. Fortunately, the PG is 

western tux 
avatars in the corral. The only chal- 
lenge here is the serious lag on occa- 
sion. But who's in a hurry, when you're 
lookin’ good! Get that boot scoot goin’! 


ft 


Once the dancing gets going full swing, 
analysis of the decor begins. Friday 
opines that it looks like a Bass Pro 
Shop! This sim has a great outdoors 
look, with trees, mountains, and a great 
mountain stream to ride your horse 
along. 


But if you are wondering, Country Mu- 
sic exudes romance in most songs, no 
matter what Steve Goodman said about 
dead dogs, Momma in jail, and trucks 
broke down. Solid country beat and 
solid country lyrics abound here. DJs 
know their tunes and their country 
stars, so come prepared to be singing 
along to your favorite tunes. 


In case you have not yet acquired your 
perfect C&W hat, you can find a vari- 
ety of styles available at the entrance 
for about $L200. In addition, you get 
the full country experience by stepping 
into the saddle and taking a ride across 
the lovely trails of the Black Horse 


canyon. And to ac- 
commodate your 
drive for that ex- 
perience, the AKK 
horse stables has a 
demo coral in the 
Blackhorse shop- 
ping mall. They 
offer a zero Linden 
demo horse you 
can saddle up and 
enjoy a ride on 
your filly or stal- 
lion out in the trees! 


The PG mounts up and rides off into 
the hills, but returns on foot. “My horse 
is having technical difficulties. I went 
up the mountain to see if I could find 
the stables but, alas, no dice. All I 
found was a bear cave.” 


But the PG is never thwarted for long, 
as he flies back to the dance floor for a 
final few dances with his faithful dan- 
cing partners. 


A few marvelous dances later, the Per- 
fect Country Gentleman declares it's 
"Quittin’ Time,” and rides off into the 
sunset, pausing to spin his stallion and 
wave his hat, and declare, “Ride ‘em, 
dance ‘em, race ‘em but have fun at 
every turn!” 


JAMI HACKED ME 
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established. Harry-Echo-Four pro- 

tocols now being implemented on 
all traffic. Establishing connections 
with remote peer. Video feed now be- 
ing pooled to primary display.” 


. C onnection to the Internet has been 


“Thank you, Jenny,” 
Harry replied as he sat 
back and took another 
sip of his coffee. The 
holo-screen in front of 
him, now looking like a 
light cloud of fog, solidi- 
fied before him. The 
contents became clear, as 
he watched the holo- 
screen provide the smil- 
ing face of Dan Rogers - 
to Harry's dismay - with 
his typically big, toothy, 
irritating grin. 


“Hey, boss. I'm just get- 
ting ready to head out to 
the airport” 


“Good, Harry replied, 
following up with, “can 
you send me your itiner- 
ary?” 


“Oh, yeah. That would help, wouldn't 
it?” Dan stated matter-of-factly. Harry 
could see him reaching for the phone 
in his pocket, clicking a few buttons, 
then looking up at Harry with that 
same insidious smile. “Done.” 


Immediately, the itinerary flashed up 
on Harry's screen. Seeing this, Harry 
just about spilled his coffee. “Are you 
crazy, Dan?” he angrily shouted. “You 
kept the itinerary on your public phone 
and just then sent it to the lab net- 
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work?” he screamed, his face now turn- 
ing red. This had immediate effect, as 
the smile once plastered on Dan's face 
was now slowly being replaced with a 
concerned frown. 


Dan realized his mistake, but now was 
not the time to try to apologize. Dan's 


cavalier attitude about security has al- 
ways been his Achilles heel. To Dan, it’s 
that attitude that made him a great 
hacker, a fact he broadcasted to anyone 
in his small circle willing to listen. But 
to most people, this amounted to Dan 
being reckless. Brilliant, but reckless. 


“Hey, no problem Harry,’ Dan replied, 
with his smile slowly returning, an idea 
coming to mind. “Ill send you an up- 
date to your security algorithms to lock 
out any inbound traffic onto the net- 
work right at the gateway.” 


Harry, expecting an apology, looked at 
Dan with surprise, hearing something 
completely different. In an attempt to 
compose himself, he replied with a 
cautioned tone, “You know you can't do 
that. If you commit cybercrimes, 
people will be notified as soon as the 
grid cannot connect and ping. We'll 
have the police here in minutes.” 


Dan's smile widened as he realized he 
was out of hot water. “Harry, I'll set up 
a repeater on the inbound gateway. 
They'll never know that an illegal fire- 
wall has been erected, I promise!” 


Harry wasn't sure he believed Dan. He 
realized Dan was brilliant, but this was 
something completely different. He 
knew if Dan couldn't provide what he 
promised, then people would be able to 
have private networks like they did 
back before the network neutrality laws 


kicked in. Networks no longer having 
to register on the grid would make it 
like the old days of thirty years ago. 
The internet would again become a 
“Wild West” of freedom. Harry was 
amazed that Dan was able to erect a 
firewall inside the lab’s network that 
was used for the experiment. To Dan's 
credit, the police had never come 
banging on Harry’s warehouse door 
once it was implemented, just as Dan 
promised. So maybe Dan’s delusions of 
grandeur - - of being able to erect a se- 
curity firewall at the grid gateway 
without detection - - actually had some 
merit. 


Now calm again, Harry looked quickly 
over Dan’s itinerary. “Nothing to South 
Lake Tahoe, Dan?” he quietly stated, 
less of a question and more of a state- 
ment of fact. 


Dan shrugged his shoulders, “I would 
have had a three hour layover in Den- 
ver. Arriving at Reno gets me in earli- 
er. 


Harry nodded his head at the reply. He 
knew that one of the disadvantages of 
being inconspicuous was that he 
couldn't be too close to a city big 
enough so that sub-orbital flights 
would land. “Pll pick you up there, 
then. You have a safe trip from Italy, Pll 
see you in a few hours.” Harry cut the 
connection before Dan had a chance to 


reply. 


Upon the disconnect command, the si- 
lence was broken by Jenny’s voice, “Re- 
mote communication has been 
terminated. One anomaly was found in 
termination. The carrier remained act- 
ive for 14 micro-seconds after the dis- 
connect request was acknowledged by 
Dan's system. Probable cause is a fail- 
ure of the holo-tech communications 
network device at Dan's location” 


Harry grunted his reply, making a 
mental note to make sure to have Dan 
get that fixed when he returned to 
Naples. 


perenne’ 


Reaching for his bag, Stan took a look 
around his office and was satisfied he 
had everything he needed for his trip. 
Getting out of Washington D.C. was 
something he always looked forward 
to, even if it was Bureau-related busi- 
ness. His report about Dan’s where- 
abouts to his team leader made him a 
star overnight. Now he was going 
ahead of Dan, taking a government 
private sub-orbital from D.C. to Den- 
ver, expecting to be there at least one 
hour before Dan arrived. There he 
would apprehend Dan, bring him back 
to Washington, and get him to confess 
to the Brasilia Bank crime and put him 
away. Stan also had a vendetta to pay 
with Dan; realizing it was his old hack- 
er code Dan used made Stan feel re- 
sponsible for this crime as well. 


Besides, if it was ever discovered it was 
his old code from college that was used, 
there would be hell to pay at the Bur- 


eau. 


Leaving his office, Stan stopped at the 
office assistants desk to acquire the 
credentials he had obtained to procure 
a seat on the orbiter. Diane Otherby, 
the administrative assistant for the task 
force, stood there waiting for him with 
the credentials in her hand. “You have a 
safe trip Stan, she flatly stated, at- 
tempting to hide her obvious attraction 
to him. 


“Thank you, Diane. I should be back 
tonight with the guy in custody,’ Stan 
replied with his normal boyish smile, 
which he knew Diane loved to see. Stan 


also had a thing for the petite dark ad- 
min assistant, and he someday was go- 
ing to do something about that. But not 
today, he thought, as he turned to 
leave. 


Sc 


“Before you go, Stan, 
the director wants to 
see you in his office” 


Upon hearing that, 
Stan stopped in his 
tracks and turned to 
look at Diane. 
“Now?” 


“Right now. He was 
clear you need to see 
him before you go.” 


Sighing deeply, Stan turned on his heels 
and made his way to the Force Direct- 
or's office. Upon reaching the shut 
door, Stan sharply knocked, and imme- 
diately heard a gruff “enter” from in- 
side. Mumbling under his breath, Stan 
entered Director Toby Johnson's office. 


Toby was exactly the kind of man you 
would expect to see in his position. A 
man of stout stature and height, Toby 
stood at six foot-five inches, towering 
over the significantly shorter Stan. 
“Morgan,” he blurts out at Stan, “About 
time you got here. Don't you have a 


plane to catch?” 


“Well, actually I was just ab...” Stan 
replied until Toby waved his hand and 
cut him off. “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he said, 
interrupting Stan, “Well, before you go, 
you're taking on a partner for this as- 
signment.” 


“A partner,’ Stan replied with a hint of 
incredulousness in his voice. “Who?” 


“That would be me,’ came a soft female 
voice behind Stan. 


Stan, not realizing somebody was be- 
hind him, jumped upon hearing the 
voice and spun to see a woman stand- 
ing there. Not just any woman, but one 
of such striking beauty and stature that 
Stan was stunned into silence. The wo- 
man, standing about five and a half 
feet, was petite in frame. Her slightly 


slanted green eyes and high cheek 
bones definitely showed an Asian des- 
cent, but her figure obviously was that 
of a swimsuit model. Stan, unable to 
take his eyes off of this dark haired 
wonder, could see her breasts stretch- 
ing the material of her business jacket 
to its fullest. Her legs, bare, flowed out 
of her skirt like the wings of doves to 


land on three inch heels, giving her 
calves that tight muscular shape Stan 
so loved to see. 


Toby, seeing Stan making a complete 
jerk of himself, interrupted the awk- 
ward moment with a loud cough, fol- 
lowed by, “Stan, meet your new partner 
for _ this 


assignment, Investigator 
Belinda May. She's 
going with you” 


“With me?” Stan fi- 
nally spoke with a 
squeak in his voice, 
all the while working 
to take his eyes off of 
the incredible vision 
| before him. Finally, 
he turned back to 
face Toby. “Why?” 


“She’s leading up the 
insurance _ investiga- 
tion for the Brasilia 
robbery. She's going 
with you to ensure 
that intelligence is 
obtained on how the 
robbery was actually performed. She 
has reason to believe that Dan Rogers 
didn’t act alone in the crime” 


“Didn't act alone?” Stan replied, with a 
bit of concern in his voice, now realiz- 
ing he would have to share credit on 
this. His mind also started working on 
what this investigator might know 


about the code Dan used. Stan got a 
little sweaty as a small tight ball of pan- 
ic started to form in the pit of his stom- 
ach. Taking a breath and pushing the 
panic away, Stan calmed himself to 
hear what his new partner had to say. 


“That's correct, Agent Morgan,” 
Belinda stated, as she moved to stand 
beside Stan in front of Toby’s desk. “We 
have reason to believe 
that Dan Rogers, while 
having the capability to 
break into the bank's se- 
curity systems, does not 
have the resources to 
contain the vast amount 
of money stolen without 
some scrutiny. No bank, 
even those in Switzer- 
land or the Cayman Is- 
lands, would accept a 
large sum of transferred 
funds immediately after 
a heist such as Brasilia. 
So, where did Dan stash 
the electronic funds?” 


Stan hadn't thought about that. Belinda 
was correct. The heist was an electronic 
transfer of funds. A bank had to take 
the funds or they would never have 
been transferred. Stan remembered 
that the funds were transferred, but to 
where had never determined. Dan had 
done a good job setting up millions of 
proxy accounts across just about every 
financial institution in the world. The 


bureau was still sorting that out, and 
would continue to do so for years to 
come. 


Nodding his head, understanding the 
importance this would have to the in- 
surance company, Stan looked back to 
Toby. “I'm heading out on a sub-orbital 
to Denver right now, Toby. I don’t have 
time to get the necessary credentials for 


Belinda,’ he stated, a small whine en- 
tering his voice. 


Toby, now smiling, retorted, “No need, 
Morgan. She already acquired them. 
She's ready to leave with you right now 
and you two better hurry!” 


Stan, looking over to Belinda, saw her 
pull credentials from a carry-on bag 


she had tucked under her shoulder. 
Waving them nonchalantly, she stuffed 
them back into her bag. “I’m all set if 
you are.” 


“I am,’ replied Stan as he looked back 
at Toby. “I'll let you know when we've 
apprehended Rogers, and are on our 
way back” 


“Sounds good. Now get moving. Oh, 
and I expect a report in the morning!” 
Toby bellowed out as Stan and Belinda 
turned to leave Toby’s office. 


“Is he always like that?” Belinda asked, 
once they were heading to the elevators 
and out of hearing distance from Toby. 


“He's usually worse,” is all Stan could 
say, trying not to be too obvious in 
staring at Belinda’s ass, sashaying in 
her tight skirt as she walked beside 
him. 


| chair, she brought 
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Putting her thumb to the DNA reader 
while staring into the retinal scanner, 
Dr. Rhonda McKnight tried not to 
blink. Almost immediately, she heard 
Jenny's soothing voice recognize her, 
followed by the low rumble of the inner 
door automatically opening up, allow- 
ing her into the vast yet empty ware- 
house lab. 


“Harry, Dr. McKnight is here,” Jenny 
flatly stated, as Rhonda entered the 
large room and immediately headed to 
the small kitchen near the side of the 
lab area. 


“I was wondering if you were going to 
wake up this morning,’ Harry blurted 
out, not taking his eyes away from his 
primary display. 


Grabbing a cup, 
Rhonda poured 
herself some coffee 
and joined Harry at 
his workstation. 
Coming up behind 
him as he sat in his 


her lips to his ear 
and whispered 
softly, “You wore me 
out last night, lover.” 


Harry, hearing her 
soft sultry voice 
next to him, 


stopped, turned his gaze from his work, 
and spun in his seat to face Rhonda, 
who immediately sat on his lap and 
kissed him with deep passion. 


Rhonda, at about twenty years younger 
than Harry, never expected to fall in 
love with the man whose lap she now 
sat on. As far as lookers are concerned, 
Harry was not even average. But 
Rhonda, with a Ph.D. in Psychology 
and an expert in Virtual Intelligence, 
found his mind intoxicating, making 
Harry irresistible to her. For Harry, 
upon realizing the voluptuous redhead 
had a thing for him, found it quite easy 
to become enamored with Rhonda. He 
knew he would be a fool to give up 
such a prize, and was quite happy that 
he let himself open up and bring her 


into his life. 


“I'm really glad you drove up from the 
Bay Area last night,” he purred, after 
breaking the long kiss. 


“Well, we are at a critical stage in 
Jenny’s development, Harry,’ she ex- 
plained with a smile. “It’s nice to have 
you beside me watching her emotional 
metrics while I guide her to realizing 
exactly what she is.” 


Harry nodded his approval, and 
planted another small kiss on Rhonda’s 
succulent red lips. “You... well, Rhonda 
Sexygirl... and she are becoming quite 
close in there. She really is just about 
human, isn’t she?” 


“She is human, Harry. Everything 
about her is just like you and me. She is 


as much alive as we are. It's just that her 
universe isn’t the same as ours.” But she 
has a biological life too now. Her world 
is as real to her as ours is to us. And 
yes, I feel she is like a sister to me. I 
love her, Harry!” 


Nodding his agreement, Harry pulled 
Rhonda close to him in a light em- 
brace. “Still, it was a nice surprise, since 
I didn’t expect you for a few more days. 
Tm happy youre here. I have to pick 
Dan up in Reno ina couple of hours.” 


Upon hearing Dan's name, a scowl 
crossed Rhonda's face. “Dan, she 
stated with a bit of venom in her voice, 
and pulled away from Harry's embrace, 
just a bit, and brought her face to his. 
“He really can get on my nerves, 
Harry.” 


Harry chuckled upon hearing that he 
was not the only person that Dan 
seemed to irritate. “Well, he seems less 
obnoxious when you're in the room 
with him. Just bat those lovely eyes at 
him if he starts to be his old self. That 
usually calms him down” 


Rhonda saw the sly grin appear on 
Harry's face, made a sound, and rose 
off of his lap, “I knew you kept me 
around for more than my spectacular 
intelligence, Harry,’ Rhonda said with a 
bit of tease in her voice. “If I have to be 
your little baby doll to keep the troops 
happy, then I'll do it for the sake of the 


project,’ she retorted, and moved back 
to the kitchen, making sure her walk 
kept Harry’s full attention. Laughing 
out loud, Harry clapped at her little 
show. 


“Are you hungry?” Rhonda asked, as 
she opened cupboard doors looking for 
a pan. 


“Famished, love. You about killed me 
last night,’ Harry called out, still sitting 
in his lab chair, now fully relaxed. 


Rhonda found a pan and put it on the 
stove. “Then I'd better make you some 
breakfast, if I can find an egg or two in 
this place” 


epee 


Riding to the airport, Stan really didn’t 
have much to say to Belinda. He was 
still getting used to the fact that she 
would be his partner in this investiga- 
tion. He also realized that after this was 
over, he was going to make a play for 
this wonderful woman sitting beside 
him. He would be a fool not to try. 


As the car made its 
way onto the tar- 
mac at Andrews 
and approached the 
Gulfstream orbiter, 
Stan and Belinda 
stared out of the 
windows, keeping 
to themselves. Stan 


wasn't sure if she was nervous around 
him or not, but for now he chose to let 
the silence between them linger. Right 
now he had a job to perform, and any 
report of any unprofessionalism would 
not look good on his record. 


The boarding of the ramjet and sub- 
sequent takeoff were uneventful. Well, 
uneventful meaning that the takeoff 
from the runway, the climb to 55,000 
feet, and the ramjet initiation launch- 
ing the craft into orbit occurred with 
incident. Once the noise of the engines 
stopped, Belinda, now weightless, 
reached up and pressed the attendant 
call button. 


The flight attendant 
floated to the seats 
besides Stan and 
Belinda, and asked 


how she could be of 
service. “I really need 
to go to the ladies 
room,” Belinda stated 
matter of factually. 


“You can't wait?” 
Stan retorted, fol- 
lowed by, “We'll 
be out of orbit in 
about twenty 
minutes.” Hear- 


ing Stan's words, the attendant nodded 
approvingly, knowing it would make 
her job a lot easier. 


“No, I'm sorry. I really need to use it 
now,’ Belinda replied. 


The attendant, putting on her fake 
smile to hide her irritation, planted her 
feet in the stirrups on the floor, and 
helped Belinda unbuckle her seat belt. 
Then half-carrying and half-guiding, 
she helped Belinda float out of her seat 
and buckled Belinda’s body holster to 
hers. When both of them were attached 
in the aisle, the attendant released the 
stirrups with a tap of her foot and 


slowly guided the two of them to the 
single lavatory on the craft. 


Stan watching the entire scene finally 
spoke, “I hope you know how to use 
those zero-gee toilets, followed by a 


small chuckle. 


The attendant spoke softly as she con- 
tinued guiding Belinda. “The instruc- 
tions are on the wall and are quite 
simple.” 


Belinda nodded as they reached the 
lavatory door. “I'm sorry, it’s girl stuff 
acting up in this zero-gee”” 


The attendant formed a smile on her 
lips knowing all too well the problems 
that can arise in zero-gee for a woman 
if she’s not prepared for it. “You just 
press the call button in there if you 
need help, hon. I've been through it 
dozens of times,” she said quietly, mak- 
ing sure the other passengers couldn't 
hear. She opened the lavatory door, and 
unhitched herself from Belinda, gently 
positioning her over the zero-gee toilet. 
“Tll be right outside if you need me,” 
she stated, as she shut the door with a 
sheepishly smiling Belinda behind it. 


Belinda, seeing the door fully shut, 
locked it and wiped the smile from her 
face, placing her feet in the stirrups on 
the floor to steady herself. She then 
worked to open her bag, and fish out a 
makeup kit while trying to not have 
every other item float out too. Holding 
the kit, she grasped the strap with her 
teeth, as she collected the other floating 
items and returned them to the bag, fi- 
nally zipping it shut. 


With that completed, she took her 
makeup kit bag, and unzipped it. The 
kit, opened, was not what it seemed. 
Clutching the small communications 
device, Belinda pulled a small antenna 
out of a pouch and plugged it in, and 
using an attached suction cup, attached 
it to the wall beside her. Turning on the 
unit and entering a passcode into the 
display, an authentication message 
glowed, stating “awaiting verbal au- 
thentication” on the screen. 


“One-seven-xray-tango-niner-three-al- 
; - 


pha-mike-romeo-check-check-check,” 
said Belinda. 


The screen replied with an acknow- 
ledgement, and immediately a face ap- 
peared upon it. 


“I assume you are on route now to 
Denver?” the face on the screen asked. 


“Yes, Iam. The U.N agent and the bur- 
eau chief took the cover story with no 
problems,’ Belinda replied. 


“Good work, special agent. Now pro- 
ceed to convince them to divert to 
Reno before you break orbit.” 


“Reno, sir?” 


“That's correct. We have intelligence 
that Rogers may be meeting with oth- 
ers in the group. We need to let this 
play out and see how many rats we can 
trap.” 


“Yes, sir. I understand. What do I do 
with Agent Morgan if he becomes un- 
willing to corporate?” 


The face on the screen started to smile, 
“Do what you do best, Linda” 


USCIA Special Agent Belinda (Linda) 
May felt the arrogance of her handler 
start to irritate her and replied icily, 
“And if he doesn’t respond appropri- 
ately?” 


“Then eliminate him from the project. 
I'm sure you can handle that in your 
usual manner?” 


Belinda stared at the screen for a 
second, then nodded her understand- 
ing as she shut down the sat-com 
device, and put it away. She stared at 
the drab colored lavatory door in front 
of her. 
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“What hit me?” I groaned. 


I woke up with a massive headache. 


Phil replied, “A bullet grazed your 
head. You'll be fine.” I couldn't help but 
hear the concern in his voice that be- 
lied his words. 


“All I wanted was some breakfast. What 
time is it?” 


“It’s evening now,’ Phil answered, as he 
sat on the bed with me. “Just stay 
down.” 


“I thought you said the street was 
clear,” I said as I closed my eyes again. 


“It was from where I could see,” he al- 
most whispered. “They had better posi- 
tions. I'm sorry I let this happen to 
you.” 


“What can we do now? They know 
where I am!” I cried into the pillow as I 
turned over. 

Phil looked at the phone. “I know 
someone who can help. I'll call Larry. 


He can hide you in 
Chinatown until I sort this out.” Phil 
paced back and forth as the phone call 
continued to ring. 


“Damn, he’s not answering. Let me try 
Langer. At least he has a radio in his 
car.” I began to doze as Phil spoke with 
dispatch, and then with Captain 


Less than 30 minutes later, the phone 
rang, waking me from my slumber. 
“Langer’s in the lobby,” Phil called out 
as he ran towards the door. “I'll go get 
him? 


Phil flew out of the room to see him. 
‘TIL be right back,” he called over his 
shoulder. Warning alarms went off in 
my mind - - something wasn't right. 


How did Langer 
come so quickly, 
as if he was wait- 
ing for Phil's call? 
I tried to put it 
together, but my 
head was pound- 
ing and it was hard to concentrate. I lay 
there, semi-conscious, desperately try- 
ing to put the pieces of a thousand- 
piece jigsaw puzzle together in my 
head. 


Phil looked confused as he saw the 
look on my face. “You brought him 
here?” You've just killed us both!” I 
screamed. 


Phil, followed 
closely by 
Langer, walked 
into the room. 
“Langer just 
told me Larry’s 
dead. He was 
gunned down 
near the precinct and the whole force is P is 
looking for the gunman. We got some guns off, Phil” he 


‘ ace said calmly. I don't 
serious problems; the Triad is on to SUC C&M: © Cor 
> want a gun battle 


here.” 


Phil wheeled to see Langer’s gun 
drawn, cocked, and 
pointed — towards 
them. “Take your 


Suddenly the 
pieces all fell to- 
gether. A wave of 
sheer cold, terror 
welled up in me 
as I sat bolt up- 


right in the bed. “Turn around and 
Langer was the 
walk 


“You bastard!” I 
yelled. “You were 
the inside cop that 
was supposed to 
protect us!” 


5 into the 
4 mole - - the miss- ee ade 
ing link! He set up Larry and he was : 8 
ordered. 


setting us up as well! 


“You were the in- 


side co Phil exclaimed. “You were 
the one who killed my cases when I 
was on the force. No wonder I couldn't 
get convictions!” Phil reasoned out 
loud. “I bet YOU killed Larry too” 


Langer sighed. “Yes, that was unfortu- 


nate, but his capturing those mugs and 
your father’s killers put me at risk. He 
would have figured out what I was up 
to, just like you were gonna do” 


Phil leaned against the wall. “You 
should have killed me too, for all its 
worth? 


Langer laughed. “If that idiot I hired 
could've shot straight, it would have 
been you dead instead of Angie. But 
since you were so depressed after her 
death, it worked out fine. But you just 
had to come back and started s ig 
your nose into things you should have 
left alone” 


I could see Phil was in shock, Well, I 
thought. At least he knows it wasn't me 
that killed Angie, But that was small 
consolation in the face of certain death 
from Langer. 


“Tt was a set-up, wasn't it, Langer? You 


knew they were going to gun for Chiy- 
oko’s boss at the theater!” Langer 
laughed. “Of course I did. I had been 


playing these chumps against each oth- | 


er for years. A few words in the right 


ear and they're out for blood; damn J 


crazy bastards” 


“The bad dope your little whore there 
foisted on them was just another ex- 
cuse for them to kill each other. One of 
my snitches tipped me to the theater 
hit and then it was simply a matter of 
parking my shooter on the bridge. No 
one would question a stray bullet. Col- 
lateral damage, Phil. That's all you were 
gonna be - - collateral damage. That's 
all you're gonna be now, after all.” 


"But why, Langer?" Phil called out. "You 
had a great career as a cop!" 


Langer looked at him. "I could give you 


some bull about the salaries this city 
pays," he replied, a gleam of rage in his 
eye. "It's just I like money. Now to tie 
up the last of the loose ends and I'm 
home free." 


“Pll throttle you, Langer, you pencil- 
pushing coward!” Phil yelled defiantly 
as he took a step forward. 


“No you won't,” answered Langer as he 
aimed at Phil's head and began to pull 
the trigger. “Sorry, Phil, the jig is up” 


The door behind Langer exploded with 
a deafening blast, as the doorknob and 


lock assembly disintegrated; the fo 
blowing the door wide open. 


A figure in a kimono wielding a double 
ide came through the 


Langer spun around. “Who the hell are 
you?” he screamed as the old man 
pointed the shotgun directly at him. 


As Langer began to raise his pistol to 


return fire, a second blast hit him dead 
center, hurling him back towards Phil, 
a huge hole in his chest. 


He knew the old man’s double-barrel 
was out of shots, but as he pointed 
Langer’s gun at the old man, I 
screamed, “Don't shoot, it's Poppa!” 


“What the hell is going on now?” Phil 
whispered, as he lowered Langer’s pis- 
tol slightly. 


The old man raised the shotgun to- 
wards Phil, as if his life was next. Phil 
quickly knelt for Langer’s gun. 


The old Chinese man dropped the 
shotgun and grabbed Jing, calling her 
“Chiyoko” and crying as I cried out, re- 
peating “Poppa, Poppa, Poppa.” 


After long hugs, lots of tears, and 
kisses, I introduced Phil to my father. 
“How did you know I was here?” 


My father spoke in halting English at 
first, then rapidly and excitedly in 
Chinese. He told me that he came 
home to find me missing the night I 
was taken. Panic-stricken, the family 
looked everywhere, finally approaching 
the Triad boss, who replied: “I offered 
you a deal. 


She was bought and paid for” There 
was no such “deal” but to question the 
Triad was to court a fate worse than 
death. My parents could only helplessly 
slink away in defeat. Shortly after, my 
mother had died of despair, leaving 
him alone. He decided to come to the 
US. and find me, not knowing how big 
the U.S. was. Luckily, he landed in the 
big city and began searching for me 
there. He saw my photo in the newspa- 


per and used that to learn of my where- 
abouts, but by the time he made it to 
my last known location, I had already 
made my escape. 


He began tracking the steps of the only 
Chinese policeman he saw. When Phil 
arrived on the scene, her father fol- 
lowed him to Golden Hills as well. He 
thought Phil had taken me himself, and 
father’s plan was to kill him. 


He was outside 
the hotel when 
the gun fight 
began. — Chiy- 
oko's father saw 
Langer fire at 
the both of 
them and saw 
her fall. He now 


knew who was at fault. 


I moved quickly to a corner of the wall, 
lifted the carpet and removed a hotel 
luggage claim check. I took out 
Langer’s wallet, placed the ticket in it 
and put the wallet back on the dead 
man. 


I looked up at Phil. “Now the cycle 
ends,’ she said. “The police will find 
that ticket, make him for the killer and 
crook he really was, and we'll be scot 
free” 


Poppa climbed the stairs to their room. 
Listening from the hall, and peering 
through a crack in the door, he heard 
Langer’s admission, put the pieces to- 
gether, and immediately knew what he 
had to do. 


Sirens filled the air. The police were 


coming. “But that was your ticket out) Phil 
PE replied. 


“Don't need it now with Poppa here. 
And you.” I smiled hopefully up at him. 
He couldn't help but return it in kind. 
Maybe we were out, after all. 
SS in 


Hours later, after the police were fin- 
ished and the body removed, my father 
and I spent the rest of the night chat- 
ting, hugging, and talking. Phil didn't 
seem to mind. He seemed pleased that 
I looked so happy, and he left it at that. 


Just before sunrise, I translated much 
of what her father had said to Phil. It 
was obvious we had even more to dis- 
cuss. 


I settled Poppa into another apartment. 
By noon, we were all so exhausted that 
Phil and I could have slept standing up. 
Phil decided it was time to wrap things 


“Where are you going Philip?” I asked. 
“We have unfinished business, you and 
I? Phil took off his coat. 


The next day, Phil told me his entire 
story. I was moved to tears to hear of 


his losses - - Angie and their unborn 
child. “Please show me the cemetery.” 


“Are you sure?” Phil replied. I looked 
directly into his eyes. “If we are going 
to be together, I need to see 


everything” 


We visited the graves of Phil's father 
and wife. Finally, after some time in 
somber silence, we left. On to a new 
chapter, it was time to close the book 
on this one. 
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[Editor’s Note: For the first time (that 
we know of) in this magazine’s long 
and illustrious history, we've been 
hacked. Our publisher, Jami Mills, has 
no recollection of participating in the 
following interview, and categorically 
disavows its contents. Harry, from 
Sedona Mills' "The Beginning of Life" 
(himself a hacker, ironically), may 
have met a similar fate. If there were 
reliable authorities, we would report 
it. Instead, we are reproducing the full 
text of the hack in the hopes that you, 
our readers, will be able to discern for 
yourselves fact from fiction, truth from 
lies .... and in so doing, join us in hav- 
ing a little laugh at our own expense. 
What follows is the full text, printed 
verbatim as it was received in the of- 
fices of rez. Any references to actual 
characters, real or imagined, are 
neither intended nor implied ... unless 
they were. We're still checking...] 


Jami Mills: Hello, Harry. 
Harry Hacker: What's up, Jami? 


Jami: Art Blue hasn't logged in for days 
and I’ve been waiting to get his next 
episode of "The End - This World 
Counting Down." He told me and the 
readers of rez Magazine that he will 
have an interview with you, so what do 
you thinks happening with him. Do you 
know? 


Harry: I see you are on DEFCON 4. 


Jami: I am heading to Level 3! Tell me he 
is fine. 


Harry: He can't log in. I changed his 
password. 


Jami: You did what? 


Harry: I changed the sequence of digits 
he uses to enter this world. It is called a 
login password. 


Jami: How could you do that! 


Harry: We had a bet and he lost it. I 
said I can change a password in low de- 
veloped worlds and I just did it. 


Jami: But that’ illegal! 


Harry: Laughs. That's why I was cre- 
ated, wasn't it? Don't you read the art- 
icles you publish in your own 
magazine? 


Jami: OMG. Such a consequence never 
occurred to me. 


Harry: Art made a fat fault. Blame him, 
as he’s just as stupid as so many in this 
realm are. 


Jami: I don’t know what to say. Please 
bring Art back. Please! 


Harry: There is no way to bring him 
back. Only love can do ... 


Jami: What does this mean? Do I have 
to say that I love him to get him back so 
he can do the job he once promised - - to 
deliver each month a story for rez? 


Harry: This is an option I can’t resist. I 
have to restart him then. 


Jami: Are there other options? 


Harry: Yes. You wait for a month then 
his AI Neruval is back out of stasis and 
will reset his password. 


Jami: You hacked his owl as well? 


Harry: That was part of the bet. The 
owl went to sleep on Art’s order. As I 
said - - part of the bet. Neruval is pre- 
vented from logging in for ... let me 
see ... 10 more days. 


Jami: That's too late for the September 
issue. 


Harry: I can write a story for you. 
Smiles. 


Jami: OMG - maybe everything happens 
for a reason, and I'll consider the “love” 
option for a while. 


Harry: I see the smartness of Art. He 
might have lost the bet on hidden 
thoughts. I'll have your article ready in 
no time. You won't be disappointed, as 
I will tell your readers about the hack 
so they might avoid one on themselves. 


Jami: Fantastic. I wait for your words, 
Harry, but give me a promise: in the 
meantime, don't do a hack on me... 


Harry: To hack or not to 
hack. You were part of 
the bet. I'm sorry about 
this. More, I can't tell. 


Jami: Don't stress me, 
Harry. You never know to 
what actions a woman 
can be driven. 


Harry: Ok, ok. No hack 


on you. This was the deal 
with Art Blue. 


oo 
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Art Blue came to an interview and after 


a few glasses of wine he started to fan- 
tasize. He must not be used to alcohol, 
but he wanted to drink the wine of the 
emperor Napoleon Bonaparte, as pub- 


lished in rez Magazine a month ago. He 
insisted that everything has to happen 
as predicted, so I opened the bottle of 
Chambertin Grand Cru I pre-ordered 
at Creamy’s spot. I 
warned him on the 
effects. I told him he 
shall stay on San Pel- 
legrino and his es- 
presso. I told him 
some episodes of the 
wine I got first hand 
from Josephine, that 
this wine made wo- 
men submit to the 
short guy. It is said he 
was only 5 foot 2 
inches tall, but in 
truth, he was 5 foot 6 
_ inches tall, nearly the 
__ average size of a man 
at these times in 
France. I met 
Josephine in a next 
level simulator and 
she must know it. She 
is tall, about 5 foot 
and 5 inches. She 
said she was not al- 
lowed to wear heels when she was with 
Napoleon. I told Art that Chambertin 
Grand Cru is not regularly served in 
Creamy’s spot; that I had to bribe An- 
gelina, the owner of the place. It would 
be too easy for men to find a sub- 
missive woman if they have it on the 
menu. Just give her a glass of Chamb- 
ertin and you can skip all the words 


that have to follow usually. I like the 
color of your eyes ... the scent of your 
perfume, the way your hair floats in the 
wind. For sure you have to ask for the 
creator of the shoes the lady of your 
day wears, the gems she put on, the 
makeup and the nails she wears; that 
you feel lucky that she wears no ring on 
the ring finger. Can it be that the Gods 
are watching and a true soulmate has 
just rezzed? Of course, don't exaggerate 
it on the first round as the woman shall 
keep the wine on board and not get 
stuck in a laugh attack (hahahaha... 
snort... hahahaha). Female readers may 
understand best and males also who 
are on a gender shift trip. Of course, 
you can skip to go dancing. They 
would not stand upright for long. The 
wine does it all. 


After half of the bottle, Art Blue felt 
dizzy. I offered him a pill I designed to 
take the fog from his brain. He de- 
clined. I know it is not wise to allow a 
person not used to alcohol to continue 
drinking, but he insisted that I tell all 
the details so he could make notes on 
it. He let his glass being refilled without 
noticing - - it seems he was shocked by 
what happens in the world where I 
transact my business. Nevertheless, I 
don't feel sorry for him. No drinks, no 
drugs, no tobacco as well. He wants it 
complicated; he waits for the big im- 
pact, the world audience. I have it 
much more easy to get what I want: I 
hack it. 


So it came to the bet. 


He wants to know. Everyone wants to 
know something. I am a gentleman, 
after all, and I will not tell you what he 
wants. It spread unfiltered out of his 
mouth. I know now well what he 
dreams of. But I would be not a hacker, 
a white hat or with some grey stripes 
you may say, if I would copy words that 
have been told without a hack on them. 
So it came to virtual worlds. The secur- 
ity on it. You know MOSES of course. 
The Military Open Simulator Enterprise 
Strategy by the U.S. Army, published in 
The Artefact. The servers running on 
Pentagon Security you may assume. No 
need to tire you with the underlying 
concepts. I told him, just create an 
avatar - - a new one on one of the grids 
with the password you also use here in 
this world, and I will give you proof. I 
will tell you the password you set in 
place there. No need to say that Art 
Blue lost the bet as I am now the writer 
of this article. I have to fill in his place. 
Art Blue may shout or scream or 
maybe he'll approve my article later 
when he comes back after his AI Ner- 
uval relogs him in 9 days and 4 hours, 
23 minutes and 12 seconds. This is the 
time left for the AI to sleep, based on 
the actual time of writing these lines. 


I asked the editor, Jami Mills, how 
many words I have to fill the empty 
space Art Blue is causing now by his 
forced inactivity. She said, “Make it 


short, as I’m still embarrassed, and my 
readers shall not be scared more after 
the Part One of The End: This World 
Counting Down was published in the 
recent issue of rez. I had hopes that Art 
Blue might clarify that The End might 
not happen as fast. I just bought a new 
pair of shoes and I want to wear them 
for a while - - IN THIS WORLD - - and 
not somewhere!” 


To prepare myself for the task, I read all 
the articles of Art Blue in femtospeed 
to get an idea how he usually brings his 
message to the readers of rez. So I start 
at the beginning. 


The first glasses of wine didn't have 
much effect. I noticed he was getting a 
little sleepy. Some typos came up as we 
decided to use the speed of this world, 
the “chat speed” he calls it. So, I may 
say this first part carries truly Art 
Blue’s words. He spoke about trust. He 
spoke about confidence in virtual 
worlds. I noticed he is a dreamer, he 
trusts others too much, but I can’t help 
him on this. Luckily, he sees this prob- 
lem in his code by himself and adds a 
big portion of smartness to it. But then 
there is no trust left, I said, if it is an 
encapsulated trust. Trust means risk. 
He agreed. Then he gave me a working 
example of a well-balanced open trust 
as he calls it. This strategy he recom- 
mends for this world we are now in. 


The working example of trust. 


You are asked by someone for help and 
after a while, you see all the talk just in- 
creases the stress on the other person. 
Words come up like, “This world might 
be not the right choice for me. I will 
never get it. Thank you for your help, 
Art. I will talk to you soon ...” You 
know, a talk will never happen again 
and just the frustration stays on both 
sides. You as a helper see the obvious at 
first glance; you need privileges to 
change the items owned by the other 
person. You have to say: “I offer you 
friendship. Then go to your friends list 
where I will be listed and now grant me 
editing privileges so I can sort the 


problem out.” You know the other per- 
son might see it different, feeling even 
offended. To friend someone out of the 
blue, you just have to ask for technical 
help, to change a texture for example, 
to change the rotation speed of the box, 
and you end up giving this person 
rights to all your stuff? This looks so 
crazy! To avoid this reaction, even it 
might stay unspoken, you have to find 
a work around and you say, “I will add 
you as friend, please accept. I will grant 
you editing rights on my stuff for the 
time we work to sort out this problem. 
Later, I'll revoke it. You see the trust 
given in this as it is a technical way to 
solve the problem you have. You give 
me in exchange edit rights on your 
~ I will tell you what I do and you 


see me working. We both take off the 
edit rights as soon as the problem is 
solved” 


This is why Art Blue is called complic- 
ated. He is not the easy guy next door 
like me. I do just a hack and it’s done. I 
live much easier, no second thoughts. 


I snapped my finger and a pretty ser- 
vant in Creamy’s wine cellar hurried 
by and refilled my glass with Chamb- 
ertin Grand Cru. I noticed her longing 
look as her eyelashes moved slower as 
the standard default in the AO is pro- 
grammed, so I said, “Serve with fire, 
girl!” Her reply, “Yes, Master,” showed 
me that I noticed right. I shall come 


back later to this place. 


The next hour was an interesting talk 
with Art Blue, but some parts sounded 
a little strange to me. He spoke how it 
came that he posted iReports at CNN 
about a tree avatar, “I am GROOT. We 
are GROOT,” about the lost Spanish 
Colonial horse in “My kingdom for a 
horse” and how to save the world we 
are in by sending the DNA code to 
planet DRON7. We spoke about nature 
and forests. He said he gave orders to 
create avatars as robot gardeners to 
take care of the trees when they will be 
brought back to earth after their ex- 
tinction. You see the wine had already 
some effects on him, but as Jami said, I 
have to keep the article short; so I skip 
this time where he spoke of his wishes 
for the future and just come to the final 
bet. 


I shall add that after the bet Art Blue 
fainted and the servant tried her very 
best to restore him by the medicine 
they offer at Creamy’s spot, but it was 
offered too late and things had to go 
their way. 


Ineed to do a little side step to win the 
bet. You may say I tricked Art Blue. 
What you may know is what magic can 
do. What effect love could have as I 
know the code of love. It is a good way 
to know the other side before you start 
your doing. There is not only the pub- 
lished way to break a code by brute 


force, to go on femtospeed or even 
higher on attospeed. The seminars in 
universities show just one side of the 
medal. The other side intrigues me 
more. It is based on brain dominance 
research. In more simple words, you 
say to a woman with a high value in 
Sector C of the HBDI model, “Just trust 
me. Risk and the reward will be on you. 
I'll never disappoint you. Look in my 
eyes. Can such eyes lie?” If she has her 
peak in Sector D you do different: 
“Have you read The Artefact by Art 
Blue published in rez?” But what if the 
other person is not female? Now listen. 
This is part of the smart hack. You 
change gender and name. Then am I 
am not Harry Hacker. A name like 
florence84 Resident may do it if your 
target is 40+. There is a risk. You need 
to know the true gender on the other 
side to be on the safe side, the path of 
success. How to get this? I work for 
money. I work for profit. Why shall I 
uncover everything for a magazine that 
pays nothing? Art Blue would say: 
“Listen to Behind the Mirror by Bluten- 
gel” I prefer, “Pre-order my book. Pay 
now and in 2029 it will be delivered in 
this world. You know the way to do so. 
There is an ad in rez Magazine in the 
August issue. Just have a look at it." 


So for my bet, we rolled a die, as Art 
Blue can’t be buttered by gender or 
thinking preference tricks when the 
owl is at his side. But neither knew that 
the die is my friend. The grid he shall 


make. I could, therefore, choose a new 
avatar. I knew what grid would be 
chosen by him. I am the admin of it. 
Don't scream or shout if you, dear 
reader, are an admin. I don't discrimin- 
ate such a high noble position. I adore 
all admins. Working for such low pay. 
A shame! A crime! The most known 
one you all know. He is now suffering 
in Moscow and his heart is as truly 
American as mine is. You don't believe? 
I claim the same rights as Ramona 4.2, 


made by Ray Kurzweil. If you dont 
read rez Magazine, not my fault. In the 


interview with Eugene Goostman, pub- 
lished in July this year, it is laid out. But 
back to my story. 


I am sure admins and programmers 
shout. What a freak this Harry Hacker. 
How can he unscramble Hash and Salt 
in the database? There is no way of get- 
ting them deciphered. He thinks we are 
all idiots. The best cryptographic 
routines ever made he can just kick 
down by one sequence in one grid? Of 
course only a magician can. Have you 
seen the movie, The Thomas Crown Af- 
fair? The woman, the insurance detect- 
ive, nailed him down, but you know he 
let her feel like she had. At the end, the 
famous note by Steve McQueen written 
on paper you never forget: “... Bring the 
money and join me - - or keep the 
Rolls Royce as a gift” She kept the car. 
But I know she followed him a few 
months later and she sold the car. 
That's why I have a Bugatti. I keep all 
options. So I don't need the hack. I had 
the password in the moment the die 
was thrown. 


That's the trick. The web interface 
where you enter the password is not 
really protected. The protection comes 
later, when the password comes from 
the web into the database, but on the 
way into Fort Knox, it is just text. So I 
just got the text data: Username, pass- 
word, just an email to my personal 
email as a copy. You don't need to work 
on a man in the middle attack. Think 


in simple terms and your world stands 
upside down. You cry illegal, illegal! A 
crime! 


No, it is not, but I shall let Art Blue 
handle such things. He might point to 
you as a suspected terrorist, because 
you downloaded The Guardians of the 
Galaxy. You say you did it because you 
got no ticket at the theatre next to you, 
as it was sold out. You say that is not 
acting like a terrorist, it’s just a down- 
load. You are right, but there is the 
same punishment on you. All your data 


will be forwarded from now on. The 
state prosecutor handles your case. So 
never watch a movie inworld, as the 
provider has to forward your login data 
to the authorities without telling you 
that this was done. 


Art Blue might tell you when he is back 
awake that the law requires in some 
states to forward the data to the ad- 
ministration if it gets known that you 
have not registered your TV set. Do 
you watch TV via internet? Welcome 
in the club! I shall stop now, as we are 
in the middle of a friendly fire where I 
do my usual hack, by accident of 
course. I clean not only bit and bytes, I 
clean paper. I work on fixing the facts. 
To make them, as my clients like to 
have them for good audience. Then I 
copy them to the databases so there is 
easy proof for the world. Facts already 
written on pyramid media, Art Blue 
would say, are harder to correct. That's 
wrong. He just says it to make his PYR- 
AMID AWARD for immersivia art 
known. 


Yes, you got it. I am a cleaner in a dif- 
ferent life. I care for the trash in big 
companies, the office of the CEO and 
CTO is my favourite trash bin to de- 
cipher. For this I wear a beard, a hat for 
religious purposes and glasses made by 
Google. And I have gloves, as infec- 
tions are nowadays everywhere. I hope 
for mouth coverage in the future. My 
workers union is already on this track. 


I faked an Ebola virus moving closer in 
their database. I need the world to be 
set on DEFON 2 so the four eyes 
concept has to be set on hold to ensure 
fast actions. Then nothing will stop me. 
This way Caesar got emperor rights 
and be brought glory to Rome. The 
amphitheatre that was stolen to be 
saved in a different world. Does this 
ring a bell? An art warrior did it. Is this 
not the type of men you dream of? A 
nearly extinct race. Instead indecision, 
notorious objection raisers all around. 
Procrastination in medicine known as 
a disease became a way to avoid getting 
fired. Don't feel sorry for me that I 


waste my talents as a cleaner. I don't 
feel underpaid. To be accepted in the 
Ganimed program is my dream. To 
travel to Titan. Ethan Hawke showed 
me how to do it. But I want to pass Ti- 
tan and head to Zeus. Gattaca shows 
me the way. My genome, my DNA as a 
hacker, is the problem, but I work to 
hack on it. 


Hopefully, I don’t end as Art Blue. No 
alcohol, no tobacco, no ... 


Postface 


I spoke of underpaid admins. You have 
a damned ingrate job. You don’t know 
where your user is living; you don't 
know how the law is affecting your cli- 
ents or your doings worldwide, so you 
must be prepared for questions of all 
kinds from your boss to avoid a fine. I 
know you don't care about a fine, for 
your company pays you so little. But 
they can cancel your long-planned hol- 
iday trip just with a mouse click. So, 
let’s call it a must to have all the data 
stored that might come up in the fu- 
ture, and just wait for orders to delete it 
-- if you can still delete it, as you might 
not know where all the copies have 
gone. Yeah, Art Blue’s stories are not as 
crazy as some think. 


So I got the password in the same 
world Art Blue was creating a fresh 
user by an email forwarder and not by 
deciphering any Hash or Salt key. Then 


I just used it in the world we are talking 
now and changed it in the next step. To 
prevent him from generating a reset on 
a forgotten password routine, I changed 
the referring email and used a prepaid 
phone to have the safety on my side. 


Finally, at the end of my story, it comes 
to the book of quotes as Art Blue might 
say in, let me check time, in 9 days and 
4 hours, 1 minute and 3 seconds. 
“When you use the same password in 
two worlds, you may need an AI to 
wake you up, as the world might not let 
you log in again” 


This time span is left for Neruval to 
wake up Art Blue. You see, I wrote this 
chapter in less than an hour. Am I not 
quite a fast and eloquent writer. You 
want to read more? Oh, sorry. I am a 
hacker and I might have scared you. 


Tam hacker with a dream: Gattaca. Do 
you also dream? I know the answer: 
you do. You want to run off and join 
the circus. Welcome to Le Cirque de 
Nuit. 


“The circus arrives without warning. No 
announcements precede it. It is simply 
there, when yesterday it was not? [rez 
Magazine, August 2014, page 7]. 
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visit me during afternoons and sit quietly among the cabbages as I tilled the soil. 
Then he would speak, but it was not to me, or to himself, but to some other. 


“These green birthskulls are the faces I saw as a child,” he would say, looking at 
the cabbages in the bronze light of dusk. “Even then they were speaking to me, say- 
ing ‘it is creation trying to find itself, ever making more of itself on its eternal way to 
nowhere. “ 


It was so many years ago now. I kept the garden after he left Colorado Springs 
for New York and I would go there at night, even in the rain, to listen. Memory can 
enunciate even through the strata of years. Have you ever thought the rain tapping 
on the leaves is a sort of code? 


The passengers skate across mirrors of alarm. 
Do not give up on your desperate love. 
Creation is working overtime 

So that you can see yourselves in each other. 


These are the things I heard. This was Nikola’s gift to me, and now that I am 
near the end of my life, and he has long gone to doves, the sagittal stitch of lightning 
will always be his signature even if unreadable to the jackals of empire and oceanic 
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Color Me 
Crazy 


by 
Gudrun 


Geusman 


a monthly advice column by 
Gudrun Gausman 


Dear Gudrun, 


Even as a kid, I was enthralled with fashion. By the time I was in school, 
I was drafting original ideas for shoes, dresses, and whatever, The first 
thing I drew was a party dress. Everyone loved it, and the rest of my life 
has been devoted to fashion and drawing. I feel like I was made for this! 
My parents, both being artists, encouraged this, but they knew 
something was wrong. 


When I was in grammar school, I was made fun of because of my talent 
and what I wanted to be, but even more so because of my problems with 
color. I had a really hard time dealing with complementary colors. In 
high school, it got worse. People said things like, "You can tell aliens by 
their weird color combinations." 


Tam now 53 and hoping for a break in the fashion industry. I feel like 'm 
nowhere because I'm destitute, my family is poor, I live in Arkansas, have 
had no internships, and have made no contacts. The only person I’ve met 
who is even in the industry is a photographer named Vinnie, supposedly 
from Vogue, who wants to do an "artistic" spread on a "silver fox." 


My parents are now steering me away from fashion design because they 
say it's no good for my ego or for my future. But I feel like they don’t un- 
derstand. They think I want to be like Coco Chanel or Donna Karan, but 
no! I want to be a radical like McQueen, Pugh, Margiela, or Posen. I have 
these visions and ideas of things that people in the fashion business have 
never done. It's just that I feel it’s too late. I just want to know, is it? If it 
isn't, how do I start or where do I go to start? I'd really appreciate the 
feedback. I'm more determined than anybody!!! Thank you for reading. 


Sincerely, 


Donatella Cacciatore 


Dear Don, 


This is such a touching letter, and the 
first thing I will say is that it is ABSO- 
LUTELY NOT TOO LATE! You are 
only 53! FIFTY-THREE! You have 
barely started! I will also say that you 
are right to think it is going to be diffi- 
cult, but so many designers started like 
you, and made it. It sounds like you 
have all the determination that you will 
need. 


That said, I have been sitting on this 
letter for weeks trying to figure out 
what to say to you. I wish I had the 
solution. I don't. It is harder today than 
it was ten, twenty, thirty, forty or fifty 
years ago, simply because Europe and 
Japan haven't recently been devastated 
by war, and there is more competition 
in the industry than ever before. Plus 
post-secondary education has gotten so 
ridiculously expensive. (Ask me, LOL.) 


As you may know, I run LEcole 
Gudrun, The College of Science and Dis- 
cipline. I teach many students who 
struggle to make ends meet, and I 
worry about them because I don't 
know how they are going to manage to 
find jobs that will pay them enough to 
pay off the loans I have provided them. 
Worse yet, I can't afford to feed them, 
and I don't want them (ie., starving 
artists) dropping from starvation any- 
where near the campus. I will say, 
though, that there are some areas in 


which I can offer pertinent advice and 
even provide the rudiments of an edu- 
ma-cation. This is what makes a L’Ecole 
Gudrun degree worth it! 


For example, I'm sure that one area in 
which you having issues is the eternal 
question of whether shoes should 
match your handbag. My take on this is 
that matching the color of your shoes 
with your handbag used to be a hard 
and fast rule; however, things have 
changed and it has become perfectly 
acceptable to wear shoes and a hand- 
bag that complement each other (by 
either being in the same color family 
(i.e., beige and brown) or complement- 
ing each other on the color wheel (i.e., 
turquoise and pink). 


Matching your shoe color with your 
handbag is by no means unstylish. It is 
a foolproof timeless fashion choice. 
Matching creates a polished and put to- 
gether look, especially if the shoe and 
handbag color match exactly, but try 
stretching your comfort limit and going 
for shoes and handbag with different 
nuances. This creates a terrific style im- 
pact. 


On the other hand, mismatching your 
shoes and handbag creates a unique 
and fun fashion statement - - it also 
adds more personality to an outfit. It's 
one of the best styling tricks to high- 
light a pair of killer shoes or a trendy, 
new handbag. But beware; serious mis- 


matching or an outright clash will no 
doubt prompt renewed taunts of “ali- 
en. You might as well add a foil hat. 


Another typical question might be, "Do 
fuchsia and purple go together?” The 
answer here is YES. This is a natural 
combination, and an examination of 
color theory will tell us why and will 
provide you with a grounding in color 
selection. You will then have the con- 
fidence to ignore those who might ri- 
dicule your color choices, and even be 
able to lecture them on the error of 
their ways. 


As you develop confidence and refine 
your skills, why not launch a colorful 
fashion career in Second Life? Use easy, 
intuitive tools to create the ultimate 
fashion line, then share it with the pas- 
sionate fashionista community in 
Second Life or sell it to the entire virtu- 
al world. Shucks, the virtual world is 
your virtual oyster. 


The Color Wheel 


Have you ever heard of the color 
wheel? 


In 1666, Sir Isaac Newton observed 
that the spectrum of colors exiting a 
prism is oblong, even when the light 
ray entering the prism is circular, 
which is to say, the prism refracts dif- 
ferent colors by different angles. This 
led him to conclude that color is a 


property intrinsic to light, a point 
which had been debated in prior years. 


Let me point out that Isaac Newton is 
not to be confused with Robert New- 
ton, the movie actor who played Long 
John Silver (Aarrrr!!!) in Treasure Is- 
land. 


In his refraction experiments, Sir Isaac 
projected the spectrum on a wall and 
came up with the seven color version of 
the Rainbow Flag, which is the polar 
opposite of the Pirate Flag, which is 
black. Black, after all, is the absence of 
all color. 


(N.B. - If you're talking light, black is 
the absence of all color. If youre talking 
pigments, black is the presence of all 
color. Confused yet? L’Ecole Gudrun 
can help!!!) 


People wonder about the origin of the 
rainbow flag. Well, in 1978, a hot pink 
stripe was added to Newton's spectrum 
to make the LGBT flag. Events at the 
time created a huge demand for the 
flag, but while there was a stock rain- 
bow fabric in Newton's spectrum, ob- 
taining the hot pink fabric proved 
problematic, and flag makers dropped 
that stripe to meet sudden demand. 
But the Newtonian flag was also short 
lived. When used as bunting on lamp- 
posts, the center stripe was obscured by 
the post itself. The easiest fix was chan- 
ging the flag to a design with an even 
number of stripes. The cyan stripe was 
dropped, which resulted in the six 
stripe version of the flag. 


Anyway, apart from the Rainbow Flag, 
Newton (Isaac) came up with the color 
wheel, which he thought would be a 
good way of arranging the colors of the 
spectrum. Newton's asymmetric color 
wheel correlates colors with musical 
notes and planetary symbols. 


The arrangement of colors around the 
color wheel is considered to corres- 
pond to wavelengths of light in accord 
with the original color wheel of Isaac 
Newton. Modern color wheels include 
the purples, however, between red and 
violet. (FYI - If you spin Newton's color 
wheel, it looks white, which is the pres- 
ence of all colors! No pirate flags here!) 


The color wheel has become the basic 
tool for combining colors. Over the 
years, many variations of the basic 
design have been created, but the most 
common version is a wheel of 12 colors 
based on the RYB (or artistic) color 
model. In this model, the primary col- 
ors are red, yellow and blue. The three 
secondary colors (green, orange and 
purple) are created by mixing two 
primary colors. Another six tertiary 
colors are created by mixing primary 
and secondary colors. 


Warm colors occupy one side of the 
wheel, cool colors the other, sort of like 
your shower control valve, but differ- 
ent. (Betcha wondered why red was hot 
and blue was cold. Silly goose!) 


The wheel is designed so that colors 
you pick from it will look good togeth- 
er. Traditionally, there are a number of 
color combinations that are considered 
especially pleasing. These are called 
color harmonies or color chords and 
they consist of two or more colors with 
a fixed relation in the color wheel. 


Colors that are opposite each other on 
the color wheel are considered to be 
complementary colors (example: red 
and green). The high contrast of com- 
plementary colors creates a vibrant 
look, but the scheme must be used 
carefully as it may be jarring. 


Analogous color schemes use colors 
that are next to each other on the color 
wheel. They usually match well and 
create serene and comfortable designs. 
Analogous color schemes are often 
found in nature and are harmonious 
and pleasing to the eye. Typically, you 
might want a dominant color, a sup- 
port color, and an accent. 


Other combinations might be triadic 
(evenly spaced around the wheel), 
split-complementary (in addition to 
the base color, it uses the two colors ad- 
jacent to its complement), tetrad (four 


colors in complementary pairs, or 
square (four colors spaced evenly 
around the color wheel). 


Your Colors 


Colors look different on different 
people. And some people look silly re- 
gardless of colors used simply because 
they are silly looking. And some people 
will always look tacky because they are 
tacky looking. (Don, I hope this is not 
your problem, but if it is, many people 
can take something like this and turn it 
to their advantage, even basing their 
career on it.) 


With the right colors: 


- Your eyes, skin and hair glow. 

- Imperfections (eg., dark eye 
circles, discolorations, etc.) are re- 
duced. 

- You appear bright and alert. 


With the wrong colors: 


- Your eyes, skin and hair look 
drained. 

- Imperfections (e.g., double-chin, 
dark eye circles, yellow teeth, etc.) 
are highlighted. 

- Your face fades into the back- 
ground. 


So it behooves you to figure out your 
"dominant" color, and what goes with 
it, 


You can go by your natural hair color: 
Blondes look great in warm and bright 
shades such as yellows, oranges and 
rusts, as well as tans and taupe. Bru- 
nettes can wear a wide variety of colors, 
including greens, blues, oranges, 
chocolate browns and pinks. Redheads 
look best in browns and oranges, as 
well as taupe, ivories and greens. Those 
with gray hair will look good in bright 
colors such as red, rose, plum, purples 
and berry, and jewel tones such as 
bright blues, clear greens, and bold 
golds. Black and a real navy blue look 
good, but stay away from grays and 
pastels, beiges and tans. In general, 


choose bold, bright colors to wear near 
your face. 


You can pinch yourself: pinch the skin 
on your earlobe, the back of your hand 
or the tip of your finger. The skin color 
you see for the following few seconds is 
your underlying skin color. If you see 
blue, pink, red-violet, or rosy tones, 
you'll look best in cool colors. If you see 
peach, golden, bright warm red, or cor- 
al tones, warm colors are your best 
choices. 


YOU CAN DO MY FAVORITE: Look 
in a mirror while sampling a variety of 
colors. You will have discards and 
keepers. Keep the keepers... (You could 
discard the others, but you might need 
them if you decide to change your hair 
color. Life is so complicated...) 


You can get 
professional 
help. You can 
go to an im- 
age consult- 
ant. Or, this 
is a Web site 
that can give 
you an an- 
swer: 
http://wwwj 
oy- 
ofclothes.co 
m/style-ad- 
vice/ 


Beyond that, you can go with the color 
of the year and your choice of this 
year's colors. 


This Year's Fall Colors 


For more than 20 years, Pantone, the 
global authority on color, has surveyed 
the designers of New York Fashion 
Week and beyond to produce the 
Pantone Color Report. This report pre- 
views the most prominent and trendi- 
est hues for fall 2014. (This year’s is 
supposedly an untypical collection, but 
to me it looks like the same old fall col- 
ors.) 


The Pantone color of the year is Radi- 
ant Orchid! YAAAAYYYY!!! 


Top 10 Women's and Men's Colors for 
2014 


6 "There has 

|| 2 been a gradual 
SANGRIA AURORA RED shift towards a 
unisex _ color 


palette in  re- 
cent seasons - - 
and fall 2014 is 
no exception. 
Similar to the 
2) women's 
palette... “Sim- 
ilar? They're 
identical except 
for Sea Fog vs. 
Misty Mauve! 


CYPRESS 


BRIGHT COBALT 


7 | 8 


ROYAL BLUE ALUMINUM 


10. 


NisieO YELLOW 


Can't wait to see what the guys are do- 
ing with Radiant Orchid! 


If you see these colors in clothing, they 
may or may not be named after the 
Pantone swatch, so I'm clarifying the 
naming: 


Sangria (Wine... Duh...) 

Aurora (Fire Engine) Red 

Radiant Orchid (Deep Rosy Pink) 
Mauve Mist (Misty Mauve) 

Sea Fog (Grey Dusted Mauve) 

Cypress (Olive - - Of course lots of 
olives grow on Cyprus.... ummm .... 
Wait...) 

Bright Cobalt (Sonic the Hedgehog) 
Royal Blue 

Aluminum (Silvery Grey) 

Cognac (Cocoa - I drink a lot of 
cognac, and I've never seen any this 
color) 

Misted (Hot Dog Mustard) Yellow 


There you are! You're armed and ready 
to rock the season and the rest of your 
life as well. You got the power, but if 
you need more, there's always LEcole 
Gudrun. Visit our Web site for a free 
brochure, or visit the campus in person 
(Malvern 22,213,80), and if you visit, 
be sure not to miss the Universarium! 


Take Care - Gudrun 
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works of RL artists. Relocated 
sim, the gallery is having a grandt 
September 2014 with an exhibil 
works of Canadian artist, Tre 


The exhibit of Larkham’s uniq 
colour runs from September 
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Next Too Model 
StarGazer Daylight 


photos by Jami Mills 


new or exciting doesn't occur on 

SL, but it isn't every day that 
something really unique does. Many 
avatars/people in SL and RL would find 
it enticing to be a model, and in SL it’s 
even more appealing, no judging on RL 
features alone. In SL, just rez a new pair 
of shoes, redo your body shape or skin 
color, change hair in a click, buy things 
you could never have afforded in RL - - 
and suddenly you too can be a model. 


I: not as if every day something 


Not everyone can be a supermodel or a 
top model, but if you're Next Top 
Model (NTM), suddenly it’s possible. 
It’s even easier (if virtual reality can be 
called easier) than the RL NTM, but 
don't tell Tara that. So, youd think 
someone would have already thought 
of that long ago, but they didn't - - until 
just last month. 


It was then that the subject of this 
piece, MissyLuve, had the brilliant idea 
of SL's Next Top Model. With the help 
of Robien Moonshadow and Sandra 
Pexington, she started casting calls July 
17th and 18th. And then, like the RL 
show, she started a string of contests for 
the lovely and brave entrants, begin- 
ning July 20th and ending on the 27th. 


This motivated SL member and RL 
therapist really merits some deeper ex- 
amination, so here is a brief journey 
through her SL persona and her history 
with SLs NTM. 


SD: OK, preliminary questions... What 
first brought you to SL? 


ML: Well, to be honest, I just happened 
to be bored one day and typed in Vir- 
tual Worlds in my browser and a few 
popped up. Looked at IMVU first but 


, 


= 
only briefly and did not like it. Then I 
saw SL and tried it and have been here 
ever since. 


SD: Did you have any specific goals ini- 
tially, or soon thereafter? 


ML: To find something to hold my at- 
tention, but no real goals. Like I said, I 
was bored and looking for something 
to do. 


SD: What got you to do more than just 
be a noob, float around, party, etc.? 


ML: Well, I found my bestie about 4 
days after I came to SL and she helped 
me a lot. Fixed my avatar and gave me 
many pointers and also gave me a place 
to stay until I got on my feet. She 
showed me around and made my SL 
fun. 


SD: May I ask who that is? 
ML: Yes Smokahontis. 


SD: How long before you set goals for 
yourself to do something specific on SL? 


ML: Well, after about six months I was 
like, “I want to do something on SL be- 
sides shop and club? The first thing I 
did was be a dancer with Smoke at Red 
Velvet Club...hehehe. It was okay. Mak- 
ing tips but emoting was like ugh. I 
grew tired of that way to make lindens 
so I looked into starting my own busi- 
ness and decided on a dating service. 


SD: Is that the LoveSpell Inc.? 
ML: Yes. 


SD: May I ask how many clients you 


have? 


ML: Right now only like 8. As they pair 
off, it goes down, then I get new 
people. After that, I joined the Sorority 
ETA Lambda Xi. 


SD: Does that have any particular goals? 


ML: To build a strong sisterhood of 
women that will make a difference on 
the grid by showing unity and love, 
also good will. We have 36 active mem- 
bers. 


SD: Are you an officer at all? 


ML: I came in as a sister. I am now a 
Founder. Through hard work and ded- 
ication I have been promoted several 
times. 


SD: You do seem well motivated. 


ML: Yes thats my name Mz. Motivation 
Luciano (missyluve). 


Only a little bit into my second meeting 
with this woman and I got the name 
and the reason clearly in my mind. Mz. 
Motivation, the Luciano referring to 
the family she hangs out with. 


SD: I see you also are CEO of Love Re- 
hab. Would you say a word about that? 


ML: Love Rehab is under the umbrella 
The Love Clinic, a Couples Therapy 


[Pre-Marital, Children, Singles]. 
SD: Do you have actual therapists? 


ML: Well, I have just one. [writer's note 
- - yes, even in SL!]. I do have them 
watch seven videos I pulled off You- 
Tube and take tests. The counselors 
must get an 85 or better to get the certi- 
ficate. 


SD: We probably all should watch those 
videos. May I ask where in the world 
you are located? 


ML: Chicago. 


SD: Anything you wish to share about 
Luciano or the Pacino Family? 


ML: Well, the Pacino family is no more. 
That was my ex-husband. Now, the Lu- 
ciano Family has been my family since 
I came to SL. 


SD: So just an SL relationship? 
ML: We used to talk RL, then nothing. 
SD: Even tough for counselors. 


ML: Yes. I was heartbroken. But hey! 
It’s SL, right? 


What one finds about people like Mis- 
syluve is that they are just the same as 
you or me. So easy to flow into other 
topics, so easy to talk about stuff that 


shows just how personable so many of 
us are. Yes, even in SL. 


SD: rez is an arts and culture magazine, 
as you know. So let me focus on that 
now. You decided to enter the esteem 
business with SL's Next Top Model. Was 
it your creation alone or or did someone 
else help you? 


ML: Well, it was my idea but my sisters 
Robien Moonshadow and Sandra Pex- 
ington definitely helped me pull it off. 
Without them, I do not think i would 
have done the venture. Our designer, 
Brandy Birge, was also a key player in 
this event. 


SD: It is a bold move and I applaud you 
for that. How long ago did you come up 
with the idea? 


ML: Two months back. We planned for 
awhile before we moved forward. We 
had a photo contest a month before, 
titled Best in Black. It ran for a month, 
150L to join, 50L to vote, 3000L prize. 


SD: How did you advertise it and get in- 
terested contestants? 


ML: On fb a lot, also inworld. We all 
have ad groups we are in so we 
spammed those. Greek alliance, 401 
stars, business and social networking, 
my own groups that I run, free advert- 
ising, and a group called just spam, 
plus my family group lets me spam. 


SD: How many contestants did you get? 


ML: We did good. We had over 50 
people join. 


SD: Wow. Impressive. So how did Best in 
Black morph into SL's Next Top Model? 


ML: Well, I like the idea of doing new 
things in SL, to look outside the every- 
day things we do here, like parties and 
clubs. I wanted to bring something new 
and fresh and fashionistic. I wanted to 
have an event that made people stop 
and be like wow!! I watched the show 
back to back for a few days to get a feel 
of it. I wanted to be as close to it as SL 
will allow. 


SD: It seems like a brilliant idea. It looks 
from the pictures you sent me that there 
were seven contestants. Am I correct? 


ML: No, we had eight that made it, but 
the first day, one had RL issues and had 
to drop out. 


SD: What was the general theme for the 
show? It looks like wild animals or 
Africa. Am I close? 


ML: Well, there was no theme for the 
show. Every day, the ladies were given a 
different challenge that they had to do 
before a certain time - - then be judged 
on it. 


SD: What were the challenges if I may 


ask? 


The list certainly was interesting as I 
included here for your perusal: 


1. Sunday- Grand Opening 5-7 SL 

2. Monday- The Number Hunt---Dress 
your Best in Hunter Gear 

3. Tuesday- Best in Bikini---Wear with 
Props 

4. Wednesday-The Animalistic Chal- 
lenge---Dress in animal theme cloth- 
ing-props can used 

5. Thursday- Be your own Decorator. 
Ladies will be challenged to fashion a 
room ina 

fashion theme. 

6. Friday- Formal Wear Line up 


And then Sunday was the big Finale. 
Now that is an event, really a whole 
week, that would have been marvelous 
to attend. And I want to strongly sug- 
gest the ladies look out because..... 


ML: In a few months, we will have it 
again. 


SD: So that will be the second contest 
correct? 


ML: You can come and maybe be a 
judge for us! 


Wow. That’ a surprise. 


ML: We are going to do it every six 


months to keep it in the minds of all. 


SD: So how many judges were there, and 
may I know their names and credentials, 
if possible? 


ML: We had 5 judges. Some were de- 
signers. We had a dj and blogger as well 
as a regular avatar to get the general 
public’s point of view. 


These are those 5 judges: 


DJ Blacka Dezno (kenniemaurice), 
Temper Temptation Bandera 
(BMW323) 

DC McGinnis (DCAngel Baily) 
Sebation Republic 

luvsliee loxley 


SD: What prizes did you offer? 


ML: A crown, trophy, 5k, an SL NTM 
designer car, bragging rights, and for 
the winner, a scholarship here at the 
Dallas Modeling Academy. 


For disclosure, the interview was done 
at the offices of Dallas Modeling 
Agency where I also sometimes serve 
as an Assistant Administrator.. 


ML: The runner up got 2k, a car, a 
trophy and will step in if need be for 
the winner. 3rd place got 1k and a 
trophy. 


SD: Very impressive, Missy. 


ML: Kelia.Theas was the winner. Lala 
Moore — [Ladiiflyydabaddest Viper 
(LaLa)] was the runner up, and Mz 
Fierce Durham was 3rd place. 


SD: Was there any entry fee and any 
entry requirements? 


ML: No fee, just had to make it thru the 
interview. 


SD: Anything you were looking for in the 
interview that is not secret of course? 


ML: Fun, adaptable, caring, committed 
women. We wanted the average as well 
as the stunning. We wanted the public 
view of beautiful, not Hollywood. 


SD: That is another contest, lol. 
ML: We wanted the girl next door, but 
with class and finesse, classy and well 


educated. 


SD: So please say something about the 


radio shows. 


ML: We are offering radio shows and 
interviews, so she is going to have to 
talk. 


SD: Please tell my readers why you de- 
cided to link up with Dallas Modeling 
Academy. 


ML: Well, we heard positive feedback 
about the organization when I sent out 
feelers to see who might be a good fit 


for us. This was one of the tops that 
came back. Two others even became 
sponsors of the event and lent a hand, 
so I have met great people throughout 
this whole experience. 


SD: So Kelia won. What about her stood 
out? 


ML: Well, I mean me and my sisters 
had little say to make it fair. We did not 
have any real input on the judging so 
no one could say it was rigged or un- 
fair. 


SD: Sure. Do you know what they par- 
ticularly liked about her? 


ML: On the judging cards she rocked it 
in points. There was 3 categories, 
judged on a scale from one to ten, for 
each of creativity, personality, and then 
the task itself. We had a photo board set 
up on the mainland that was worth 
20% of the votes so friends and family 
could come vote for 10L per vote. 


SD: Marvelous. OK any short term or 
long term plans in particular? 


ML: Well, yes. We plan on doing this 
event again, of course. And we are 
planning another big event before that, 
but your readers will have to find out 
with everyone else. They will have to 


keep posted. I will make you this deal. 
You will be the first to know. 


OK, so there you got the skinny. Look 
here for the first news of it, other than 
from SL's Next Top Model themselves. 
Notice has been ser’ 


SD: As I am the fashion writer and edit- 
or essentially, I wanted to ask, as I al- 
ways do, what are your preferred places 
to shop. For hair, clothes, nails, shoes or 
course. 


ML: Well, I love Truth hair and I only 
wear Angel Rock makeup because it 
compliments my skin tone so great.. I 
love Chop Zuey and Ryca for Jewelry. 
For clothes I go too many places but I 
defiantly go to Envious Desires and 
Yummi Yumm. 


I have many more, of course, but these 
I must admit are some of my favs. 


SD: My pleasure to talk to you! 


ML: 


ine as well. 

Thope you found Missyluve as interest- 
ing as I did, and the idea of SL's Next 
Top Model. Well, it has to be intriguing 
too, don't you think? 

See you around. 


StarGazer Daylight 
-[—e—z.- 


The Grepton metabolism cannot handle large amounts of salt. 


Nobody told Rufus this. Or told him the fact that Greptons exist. 

He fired his rock salt-loaded shotgun at the the “college kids” who were 
making circles in his crops. 

Instead of scaring them off, the salt killed the little bastards. 

The Grepton Ambassador demanded Rufus’ extradition so they could 
charge him for murder. 

The Deputy Undersecretary For Alien Affairs said “No” 

“They were my children!” 

“No? 

Deeply hurt, the Grepton Ambassador left. 

So, when you say Elvis is dead, technically you're right. 

But to Elvis, Earth is dead to him. 
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